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Duff's hands clenched unconsciously as he made his up the stairs to Slash's room. Without knocking he flung 
the door wide and strode inside, ignoring the smell of stale whiskey and sex. He had heard the crash from the 
floor below and had immediately known it came from Slash's room. Duff had feared the worst, expecting to 
find Slash sprawled out on the bathroom floor with a belt around his arm and his face turning blue. 
Considering these expectations Duff was quite glad (if not a little exasperated) to see Slash merely collapsed 
onto a filthy couch. 


"Whers tha fire Duffy-boy?" Slash slurred loudly. He grinned drunkenly at Duff's grim visage. 


"I thought | heard a crash." Duff said nervously, not sure if he should had come. He was probably over- 


reacting. 


‘OH! Thaaaat. | threw my guitar at the wall" He pointed to the pile of splintered wood in a corner. 


"Shit Slash," Duff said running fingers through his hair and surveying the wreckage, "Why in the fuck did you 
do that?" 


"Dunno, it seemed like a good idea at the time." Slash shrugged and attempted to stand up. This attempt was 
unsuccessful for obvious reasons, but as he stood two previously unnoticed items fell out of Slashs lap. An 


empty syringe and a bottle of Quaaludes. Duff's face went pale. 

"Slash... what the fuck is this?" Duff asked trying to remain calm. Slash merely grinned and said nothing. Duff's 
fist clenched as he realized the bottle of Quaaludes was more than half-empty. When Slash still remained 
silent Duff lost his temper and grabbed Slash firmly by the shoulders. "Motherfucker! What the hell did you 
do?! Tell me so | can strangle you before you O.D!" He shook the guitarist hard, so that his head flopped 


backward and forward like a rag doll. 

Maybe it was the threat of murder that snapped Slash out of his silence, maybe it was the physical violence, 
but either way he managed to shake himself from Duffs grip. He fell back onto the couch again and said, "| 
didn't do nuffin Duffy-boy. Just having a good time." 

"Did you and Axl have a fight?" Duff asked quietly. He hated having to admit that they were together. 

"No" Slash said bitterly, "A fight is where someone ge's hurt. Do | look hurt to you?" 


"Yes." Duff muttered, but he was sure Slash hadn't heard him. 


"Say goodbye Duff. Goodbye to me, goodbye to Axl, goodbye to the music, and goodbye to yourself cause your 
a nice guy." Slash said this languidly as his eyes drifted shut. 


"What the fuck do you mean ‘goodbye'?" Duff asked angrily. Slash's eyes snapped open and seemed to refocus. 


"| dunno... lissen to me Duff. Ya gotta lissen to me all right? | mean ya really gotta lissen! Ya gotta hear me 


okay. Are you lissenin? Can you understand me okay? Lissen to me!" 

"IM LISTENING!" Duff shouted as loudly as he could, cutting Slash off as he tried to draw breath. 

"Your cute." Slash grinned crookedly, and for a second Duff forgot about the drugs in Slashs' veins and merely 
reveled in that smile. "You know what | want you to do righ' now Duff?" Duff looked at him questioningly. "I 
want you to dance." 


Duff sighed, "But theres no music." 


"Yes there is... lissen" He pulled Duff's head down with one hand and held Duffs ear to his chest. 


ch 2 
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that feeling into words. As cliche as it sounds, you really do want to be able to say goodbye. 


Duff sat there at Slash's knees, his head on Slash's chest listening to his heartbeat for quite some time. It 
must've been IO minutes, maybe more, until Duff felt Slash's fingertips grew cold on his arm. With a jerk, he 
realized that he had not heard the soft thumping of Slash's heart for about 60 seconds. 


‘Oh fuck fuck fuck * Duff thought wildly as he turned to look at Slash's face. What he saw there was not 
pretty. The guitarists usually dark face was pale, and tinged with blue. His eyes were closed and the cigarette 
that had been burring between his lips had fallen and was now burning a hole into Slashs chest. He wasn't 
breathing. 


Duff ran to pick up the phone and dialed “Il hastily. ‘Oh god, please don't die. Oh god, please don't die’ He 
repeated wordlessly until an operator picked up "AIl please state your emergency."Speaking in a voice that he 
didn't recognize as his own, Duff said mechanically "Yes, theres been an accident. Please send an ambulance 


immediately.” 


He simply let the phone drop as his knees crumpled. ‘He's not dead Duff. He's Slash for God's sake! A small 
voice said inside of him. ‘In a few minutes he just gonna pop up and yell Surprise! Look at him Duff he's not 
dead! Duff turned his face to the limp man sitting before him and choked. He looked away quickly tears burning 
his eyes. He had no idea how long he sat there with his knees tucked to his chest, he just knew it was to long. 


When the paramedics came, Duff could do nothing but sob. ‘Oh god oh god oh god. Please don't die. You can't 
died. What will | do Slash? What will | do? | can't do it without man. | can't live without you. Oh god, please don't 
die’ A choked sob rose in his throat, clawing at his vocal chords. It came out somewhere between a sob and a 
scream slightly muffled as he bit his knees. He couldn't bring his muscles to move as the paramedics lifted 
Slash onto a stretcher and moved him out of the room. They clattered out of the room, leaving Duff alone 
with his sobs. He suddenly felt something that could only be described as claustrophobia. He couldn't move, he 
couldn't breathe but yet his mind was screaming at him. Telling him to run. To scream. To do ANYTHING. But 
his body wouldn't respond. His body just kept crying. Through the maelstrom of half-formed thoughts a sudden 
sense of calm enveloped his mind. While his body continued to shiver and convulse his mind reached a sudden 


clarity. He never got to say goodbye. 


He rose and wiped his eyes managing to pick up the phone long enough to dial a number. He didn't know which 
one. Steven's voice answered him. ‘They're out at the bar now aren't they? Duff thought detachedly. "Hey man. 
What's up?" Duff began to say, "It's Slash man. He fucking ODed," when his voice broke. "Steven, his fucking 


heart stopped. Oh god, he's dead. He's dead man." Sobs overtook Duff again so he didn't hear Steven's response, 
but some numb part of Duff's mind assumed he was crying as well. He didn't say anything as he hung up. 


